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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

But what shall I do when mad spring comes, 
And blossoms come, 
And wild sap comes — 
But my lover comes not? 

O my country, I might be a thin thread in your flag, 
Or the little wind blowing your ships to sea; 
But what shall I do when the spring comes in, 
And flowers shoot up in me? 



OLD MAN 

Dawn sprang wildly to her lips, 

And the little hard breasts burst as a waterfall over the 

rocks. 
I, the dark pine at the precipice edge, 
Lunged and was still; 
Then swiftly, as wild birds go to the kill, 
Toppled, and ran with her youth to the sea. 

They said I was wanton and cruel 

To have taken her youth at the height, 

To have matched the great might 

Of my years. 

With her slender beauty and tremulous fears. 

I tell you, I lunged and was still; 

Then swiftly, as wild birds go to the kill, 
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Toppled, and ran with her youth to the sea. . . . 
Pity me! 

GIRL 

Dreamily, girl — 

Duskily, night, 

Cover your dead. 

Make a plot by the old stream's head, 

Plant him and pray 

Till worlds make way 

And the blooms come. 

Duskily, night — 
Dreamily, girl. 

DEATH 

1 am waiting for the white winds to come, 

White with the long-whispering dust, 

Withered under hoofs and feet, 

White with the mountains that blow their sleep 

Into the sea. 

I am waiting for the white winds to come, 

Lifting their hands as beautiful women clad for the moon; 

And soon, ah soon, 

Lifting my heart to be ashes and wind. 
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